7 he TngeMc ^Hamlet 

Hdw, How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot? 

flow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many poc- 
Icie codes , that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you fome 
eight ycare.or nine veare. A Tanner will laft you nine yeare. 

Want. Why He more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is io tand with his trade, that a will kcepe 
out water a great while;& your water is^fore decay cr ofyour whor- 
fon dead body, heeds a feull now hath lyen you i th earth 2j.yeares. 

Warn. Wnofewasit? 

flow, A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whole do you think it was? 

H am. Nay I know not, 

flow. A peflilencc on him for a mad rogue , a pourd a flagon of 
Renifti on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tortcks skull, the 
Kings letter. vV 

H am. This ? 

flow. Eenthat. 

Ham. Alas poore Tor take ,1 knew him Horatio, a fellow of infinite 
ieft, ofmoft cxcelent fancy , hce hath here me on his backe a thou, 
land times, and now hoVv abhorred in my imagination it isuny gorge 
rifesadit. Here hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill 1 know not how 
ofc.-w here be you r gibes now ? your gamboies, your fongs, your fla. 
flies of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare.not one 
now to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfwlne. Now get you 
to my Ladies tabic, and tell her, let her paint aa inch thicke,to this fa- 
uour iiienuilj come, make her laugh at that. , 

PtetheeHtfr^/ptdl me one thing, 

H ora. What’s that my Lord; 

Ham.Dooft thou thuike Alexander lookt a this fafhoir i 'th earth? 

Mora. Eenfo.f , , . ; ; .H : -::W :'j 

Want. And fmelt fo:pah. 

H ora. Een fo my Lord - 

Warn. To what bale yfes we may rcturnc Horatio ^Why may not 
imagination trace the noble duft or Alexander, till a find.it flopping 
abunghole? 

H ora. Twere to confidcr too curioufly to confider Co. 

Warn. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with modefly 
enougb,and likelihood to Icadc it .^Alexander died, lex an d cr was 

buried, Alexander rcturneth-tp dull, the duft is earth, of earth wee 
make Lcmc,& why of that Lome whereto he was cosuerted, might 

they 


Trince cf Denmarke. 

They not ftoppe a Bcarc-barrell? 

Iniperious Cafar dcad,and turn’d to Clay, 

Mid« ftoppe a ho!e,to kcepe the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kept the world In awe, 

Shoulp patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

But foft.buc foft awhile, here comes the King, ZnterKing 

The Quecne,the courtiers, who is this they follow? Quee.Laertes 

And with fiich maimed rkesPthis doth betoken, and the torfe. 

The corfe they follow, did with defprac hand 
Foredoo it ownc life, t was of fome eftate. 

Couch wc a while andmarke. 

Leer. WhatCeremony elfe? 

Ham, That is Laertes a very noble youth, make, 

L aer. What Ceremony elfef 
Do cl, Her obfequies haue beene as farre iniarg d 
As we haue warranty, her death wasdoubclull. 

And but that great command ore-fwayesthe order. 

She fhould in ground vnfamftified beene lodg d 
Till the laft trumpet : forcharitableprayers. 

Flints and pcebles fhould be thrownc on her: 

Yet heere fire is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doonef _/ 

DoB. No more be doone. 

We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead, o - 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foul cs. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, - : " . 

And from her faire and vnpolluted flefli 

May Violets fpring: l tell thee churlifh Prieft,, .. 7 ; > 

A miniftnng Arrgeil fhail my fifter be . •; 

Whenthon lyeft bowling. . 

H am. Whatjthefaire Ophelia. 

Qnee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

1 hop* t thou fhould’ft haue beene my Hamlets wife, ... ■ , ••• 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fweet tnaide,. £3 

And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 
laer. Otrebbleyyoe- 

‘ Fall 

» it. 
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